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superiors, they boldly take part in the conversation, and intersperse their dances
with pleasantry, which is much relished by the courtiers. Towards midnight the
Eana rises and dismisses his guests, after throwing garlands of flowers round their
necks.

"We generally began the day with an excursion to one of the numberless
summer palaces which have been erected by the different Eanas in the neigh-
bourhood of the capital, and closed it with either a hunt or a trip on the
lake.

I shall never forget the charming day that we spent at one of these residences.
It was at " Gordun Bulas," or " Delights of Gordun," situated among the woods
which clothe the shores of Lake Peshola. We embarked from the ghats of the
Tripolia at an early hour in the morning, as we had to traverse the whole length
of the lake. Nothing could be more lovely than the lake at that early hour,
when it was partially buried in the deep shade thrown by the surrounding hills ;
and, as our bark glided noiselessly along in the midst of this enchanting scene,
we gratefully inhaled the fresh air, still laden with the scents of night. A light
cloud of vapour hung over the town; the peaks of the pagodas and the marble
domes which crown the. heights were bathed in a flood of rosy light; the islands,
with their terraces and gardens, were reflected in the deep and placid waters; and
here and there groups of Hindoos in gaudy costumes were collected on the steps
of the ghats. Gradually, however, the scene changed. A dense jungle extended
to the very foot of the ramparts, which stretched from the summit of Eklingurh
down to the bed of the lake. It was a singular sight, and reminded one of a
transition scene at a theatre. On one side lay a populous city; on the other, a
forest overhanging a marsh infested by crocodiles, where the tiger comes to quench
his thirst.

We presently landed in a little lonely creek, whence we had a view of the
entire panorama of Oudeypoor and the lake.

We mounted the elephants which awaited us, and a few minutes' ride through
the forest brought us to the portico of the Gordun Bulas, where we were received
by Maharaj Singji.

My stay at the Court of the Eanas had accustomed me to the sight of
beautiful objects; but I must confess that the first sight of this miniature palace
took me by surprise. It was a perfect gem: shady courts, enlivened by fountains
playing amongst beds of flowers; beautiful buildings of white marble, their
gaJleries covered with frescoes and mosaics, and divided into small but cool and
comfortable apartments; and numberless kiosks; the whole being interspersed
with a profusion of flowers, and enveloped in the most delicious freshness. An
air of soft luxury pervaded this masterpiece of Indian art There was nothing
great or imposing to depress the spirits or inspire serious thoughts, but every part
was small, elegant, and attractive.

After breakfast and a short siesta, the Eana, who had succeeded in escaping
from the noisy sports of the Holi, rejoined us with his Court, and minonnced to
us his intention of hunting on that very day. It was necessary to propitiate the
goddess of the day, and we went in pursuit of her implacable enemy. The forest
which stretches from the Gordun Bulas to the ramparts was entirely surrounded
by the regiment" Sambou Pultun, which the Eana always employs at his battues,
in order to be sure of keeping them in a state of efficiency; and the houdis, or